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30 
THE CONTRAST. 

(lY MI8S JEWSBUBY.) 

They call me vtun, iMcaose I go 

Wherever mirth is found ; 
They say the fairy-waters flow 

But through enchanted ground ; 
They tell me oft the Arab tale 

Of travellers turned to stone. 
But what to me should words avail, 

Ev'n now a statue grown ? 

'Tjs all too late ; — ^upon my hrow 

The world's dark seal is set ; 
I'm ntunbered with the victims now 

Who long but to forget : 
We bear the forms of life, and smile 

Vow — flatter — love — desire — 
With hearts like adamant the while, 

Unwarmed by feeling's fire. 

It was not always thus with one— 

My spirit once had wings. 
And in the storm, or in the sun. 

Rejoiced with hold, bright things ; 
I had a heart, I had a mind, 

I had a will as iree 
As ever left a shore behind, 

And sailed forth on the sea. 

I loved all gentle pleasures then. 

And holy thoughts had I 
Of training up my fellow-men 

To glories of the sky ; 
But youth is frail, and many snares 

Around my feet were hid, 
I gave my heart to golden cares, 

And Imew not what I did. 

For now no love within me dwells 

Of early, blameless glee, 
The primroee-path, the evening bells. 

Are nothing now to me ! 
And nothing now a loving eye 

Or the soul's hidden joy — 
O would I were but fit to die. 

Or once again a boy ! 



TO HER BABY SLEEEING. 

BY A. NEGLECTED MOTREIU 

O'er her wan features a reflected smile 

Passed, as she gazed upon her cradled boy. 
Then printing on his brow, unstained by guile. 

The soft memorial of a mother's joy, 
" Sleep .on," she said, " sweet babe ! 'Thy lapt'rous dream 

Etatails no harsh repentings, vain as deep. 
And thy young smiles may meet an answering gleam. 

While Love keeps watch o'er Innocence asleep !" 

N. 



